AN    OLD    FRIEND

allowed to smell as sweet by their old names because the
Latin ones are too much like the English ones to make
really enigmatic jargon.

Thus thinking, I strolled past the Abbey up the hill,
looked into shop windows, observed the decorous
streams walking home from church,, wondered what
proportion of them were going to have roast beef,
decided that, since it was Bath and traditional, I would,
if I could, have some myself, and walked into the hall of a
hotel. Roast beef was on the card all right, but as it was
only half-past twelve I thought I would go into the bar
and have an aperitif. There was one other man leaning
on the counter, and as the barmaid left him to attend to
my gin and French I could not help noticing that he
stared at me rather intently. He was soldierly, sun-
burnt, with blue eyes, a plumpish face and a brown
moustache. He came up and rather shyly said: "Excuse
me, sir, isn't your name Squire?"

"Yes ... I was sure your face was familiar, but. .."

"Don't you remember I played cricket for you about
ten years ago? In Kent it was; you asked Lewis to bring
a spare man. My name's Hopkinson."

"Oh, I remember. Weren't you in the Army?"

"Yes. I'm just back from Egypt now. Are you
staying in Bath?"

"No; I'm passing through on a holiday. I'm walking.3*

"I'm in a car; going on to Taunton to stay with some
people."

"Are you lunching here?"

"Thought of it."

"Why not let's lunch together. What will you have?"
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